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heard nothing except the splash of falling water amid
a fretted basin in the centre of the yard. Outside the
still open gate lounged the sentry; overhead was a
sky into which one could not look. Grated little
windows, high up the wall, and thick doors, firmly
shut, gave the undiluted Eastern Palace atmosphere.

On the flag-stones of this building one did not hear
slippered footfalls. Suddenly the messenger was back
and salaaming, "His Highness/' he explained, "want
your card/' Into the vest pocket of his thin uniform
went the hand of the Captain. "Confound it," were
his words as an angry expression came on his youngish
faCfe, "I have left all mine on the ship/7

"Never mind," I soothed, "here are two of my own
in Arabic/' While at Cape Town I had a number of
cards printed for use when visiting Malay friends, and
taking one inscribed "Mahmoud Mobarek Churchward"
I wrote the Captain's name on the other. Holding
them reverently by the edges, our friend vanished
again and then reappeared.

"Come," he invited.

We found ourselves in another big courtyard whose
sides were lined with pillared arcades. Our approach
created a most disconcerting din. Trumpets blared,
bells rang, various wooden mallets knocked together,
tom-toms beat and through the whole noise flowed
the ring of cymbals.

"Good heavens," I exclaimed, "What is this?"

Laboriously the Captain kept his face straight and
pointed towards the centre of the quadrangle. Between